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death in submarines. The air-raid wardens
and their Red Cross assistants walk round the
basement squirting disinfectant into the air.
Just as some of the frailer inhabitants of
the shelters begin to look like requiring their
assistance, a shrill whistle blows through the
building.

"It's the All Clear at last! Come on! Come
on!"

The young girl clerks scamper up the stair-
way. Their elders, with throbbing temples, fol-
low more slowly. I stand, half suffocated, in the
open doorway. Outside, in the glittering un-
changed expanse of Piccadilly, the traffic is
again on the move. I go upstairs and interview
the capable young applicant who has patiently
waited for an hour in the shelter. Since we both
have excruciating headaches the interview pro-
ceeds slowly and without animation, but she
gets enough of her personality across to justify
a recommendation.

In Piccadilly, the soft air of the summer even-
ing seems gentler and more benevolent than
usual. Pedestrians, pale but animated, are
speculating about the locality of the raid. How
many will go home to find their houses damaged,
their relatives killed or injured? What has hap-
pened, I ask myself, to Martin on his way to
his week-end settlement work in Bermondsey?
In spite of my anxiety for him, my headache